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two towers; the taller will measure about two hundred feet. The choice 
of a site that meets the director’s requirements is one of the most difficult 
of the production staff’s problems. 

But it is not the only problem still unresolved. The main street of the 
spa town must still be built, starting from scratch, on a site for which nego- 
tiations are still in progress. And there is still the construction of a hotel 
lobby, an enormous dining room and a staircase, all in art nouveau style, 
to be finished within the month. And the little medieval square, not too 
far from Rome, where the major scene between Guido and Claudia will 
be shot, has not yet been found. 

This morning we film several shots of Claudia emerging from the trees 
between the two walls of the platform and running barefoot toward Guido 
with a fixed smile. She still wears her white blouse, similar to those of the 
girls who serve the mineral water at the rail. 

Between two shots, Claudia cools her legs under the taps. We lose no 
time in imitating her, wetting necks and arms, and hailing Fellini for 
insisting on sets that really function even in the heart of the woods. 

At two-thirty, when Rizzoli’s arrival is announced from the plateau, 
a thick cloud ceiling has halted all work. “Nello! Flourishes, please!” Fellini 
shouts, and the orchestra breaks into a fresh repetition of its 1930 reper- 
toire. A long table is set up on the platform, and covered with a white 
cloth. But ceremony goes no further: the meal, even for the guest of honor, 
is the regulation bag lunch. 

All that the rest of us can do is wait. In front of the orchestra shell, 
one of the extras, an old-time music-hall dancer, goes into a long out-of-date 
routine. Living in this shadow of the past we have found ourselves in the 
midst of it. 
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